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M.J. Vandivier
Two Poems
OBSERVING AN UNDRESSED FRIEND
Two eyes
Two nipples
I'm being stared at twice.

THE MINOTAUR
l.
My friend, the Minotaur
got himself into a mess.
Inside rigid hedges
that confuse prospective visitors,
his secret
knots me up in my hedges and
my headgames
reeking of copulation.
Where the Minotaur lives
there is no bugspray.
2.

Yesterday in your room, I
saw my mango peel skin
as the wrapping twine tying up
my long long tube that is
your graduation gift.
I told myself this secret.
I was laughing, crying, God,
does it matter? God
is not the Minotaur that I have
in my head.
2
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Twisting around,
I left your bed, and I tripped over
the thrown-down underclothes
and laceless shoes
(parodies of ourselves?)
I laughed.
Laughing, I saw a tear fall
into the bottom
of my shoe.
Walking home, I felt it hard
under my foot
like an obstinate pebble.
Pebbles roll our sleep
along in bedtime walking.
Pebbles roll like illicit pills
in our palms before we dream.
Even Coleridge
forgot his marriage
and dreamed of better things.
And I?
I napped on the welcome mat
that I keep
on the inside
of my door.
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3.

3 hours later
you rang me into consciousness
and your interrogation
concerning my laughing
and my leaving.
But could I have shown to you
or even explained
the Minotaur's tears that
twist him in their liquid knots
but fail to drown the bugs
that buzz around his head?
They feed on his head cheese.
4.

You asked about my dream.
I said:
"In Broadripple,
they sell the finest shrubbery:
the kind that grows its own mazea prison of green
Vonnegut stayed there for a time.
I wonder if, while resting his fingers,
he watched the ducks waddle by
like Alice Atkins,

VANDIVIER

that girl who pins live butterflies
onto her cashmere sweater,
and whose boyfriend,
a horticulturalist and poet,
played cat's cradle
and tied her to a chair."
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M.J. Vandivier
THE NECKTIE
(Back alley beside a dumpster. There are several trash cans lined up
against the brick wall. Spray painted in red on the wall is "MAMA"
EARL, well dressed and wearing a necktie, rummages through the
dumpster. DEL sneaks up behind him).
DEL
HEY!!
EARL (startled)
Wha?!
DEL
That's my restaurant!
(EARL backs away from the dumpster)
EARL
What do you mean?
DEL
What are you doing here?
EARL
Nothing.
DEL
Ok. Nothing, aye...
6
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EARL
Nothing.
DEL
Nothing. Hmmm...
EARL
trying to find my brother.
DEL
Your brother, why?
EARL

(In unison with)

He's dead.

DEL

Is he dead?
DEL

He's dead? How do you know?
EARL
I read it in the paper.
DEL
I mean how do you know he's h£T£?
EARL
I don't know, looks like the kind of neighborhood that...mmm...
DEL
mmm...What?
7
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EARL
uhmm...I don't know, I don't know, it just looks like the kind of
neighborhood that, ah...mmm.
DEL
(leans in to EARL)
That ah umm someone could get killed in, is that what you're saying
about my neighborhood?
(DEL kicks over a trash can)
Well FUCKyour suburbia! Alot of people's sweethearts get rubbed
out out there! But no one talks about it. God damned Hippos!
Hypocrites, that is! It's all because a 'you nodicks with the neckties.
EARL
What do you mean?
DEL
I m talkin' about the difference between me and you, you candyass
in pleated pants! I mean, you think where you come from is so
fucking great. Well fine. It's great. But you couldn't survive a day of
my life. You'd have to go home and take your midol if I just told you
about mv life.
(EARL turns back toward the dumpster)
EARL
Please. I've got to...find my...ummm...
(DEL jumps in front of the dumpster)
8
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DEL
I had a brother. He cut my ear off when I was five. Just because I
said "shit." And he said "You shouldn't cuss in front of our mother."
And he cut it off, saying next time he might take off something else...
EARL
But you still have two ears.
DEL
...and my uncle sewed it back on. He was a mechanic, but let me
finish. My mother has syphilis and is a whore and works on the
corner of Alabama street, and my father could be anyone, or even
you, who knows what kind of pricks go to those whores when they re
lonely.
EARL
Then your brother might not be your brother.
DEL
shut UP!! You really should listen to this! My brother used to beat
up on my mother and now he's her pimp and has my sister working
for him too and he beats me up all the time and makes me do dope
and tells me it's good for me and tells me it 11 put hair on my chest
and he fucks my wife and chopped the tail off my daughter s dog
which we had to eat last week because we had nothing to eat be
cause my brother weighs as much as me and you but keeps eating
everybody's food and me and my family sleep under newspapers and
eat out of dumpsters because my brother keeps taking all the
money.
EARL
That's not so shocking. 1 read stories like that in the newspaper
every day. Now, if you'll...
9
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(EARL tries to elbow DEL out of the way. DEL screams in his ear)
DEL

YOUR BROTHER WASTHESCUM OFTHE EARTH!!
EARL (startled yet calm)
What?
DEL
Your brother was just as ugly as you and was a mother fuckin'
stockbroker.
EARL
Stockbroker?
DEL
Yeah...the mother fuckin' stockbroker who used to ride the subway,
EARL
Yeah?
DEL
...andllnj
carried_ a "ewspaper every morning, a not-read-yet newspa
per all folded up under his armpit and crisp, and on his feet were
those fuckin' yuppy tennis shoes that told everyone that he was a
jogger when he wasn't at work. But I don't call that work. I don't
call that any goddamn work! I work at grabbing pocketbooks and
pussies at grabbing anything I can get. That's harder. That's not beind a desk, I mean, it gets bloody, rough, disgusting, and...
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EARL (flatly)
Did you kill my brother?
DEL
Was he the one with the necktie?
EARL
Did you kill my brother?
DEL
You want to know more, so I'll shut up.
EARL
What?
DEL
Punishment. You didn't want to listen to my story before, so I won t
tell you anything more. Punishment.
EARL
Were you punished when you were a boy?
DEL
Punished? Fuck, yeah.
EARL
By your brother? Hmmm?

11
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DEL
mmm. yeah. He cut my nose off*once and sewed it to the bottom of
my foot and made me walk on it because I called him a weenie My
sister glued it back on. Then my brother
'
EARL
What is your brother doing now? Hmmm?
DEL
mmm ...fuckin' and suckin' and buyin' stocks for fatassed fatheads
with notit mistresses, and...
EARL
What does your brother look like? Hmm?
DEL
mmm...well...he was wearing a NECKTIE the last time I saw him
and I...mmm...
'
(DEL pulls EARL'S necktie. Simulates violence on him)
mmm pulled his necktie and mmmed it around his mmm! mmm!
mmm. while with my leff hand, I squeezed his mmm! mmm! mmm'
till mmm. started mmming out all over the place, MMM!
EARL
mmm?
DEL
MMM!!
(DEL pulls EARL'S necktie violently. Lights out)
12

Noah Reihel
Two Poems
Stamattina
We have, of course, been here before
but that was such a long time ago
that we must assume the worst has
come to pass and, perhaps, what we had
no longer applies anymore.
The allure is still the same.
Over there, the beaded monks
still come singing Canzone della
Croce down through the Fiesole and into
the township, faltering for a moment,
beneath their burdens.
They are moving to the river
and the river they move to moves
through the valley and into
the sandstone canals they constructed
centuries ago when the Boboli
Gardens redirected their source.
And civilization is speaking
in such soft tones we can't even
hear her: when she waves and lifts
her skirts above her knees,
when she passes us by smiling
over her shoulder, conveniently.

13

For My Poetry Teacher's Unborn Mini-Persoi
If it's a boy
-a camera
'cause I reckon he'd come
down onto the street and straight
out of the central section into
the slum and out of the city
altogether onto the heath
and across the moors all
along the steppe which
becomes the wide open
woods where there's a
clear pool and a moon
goddess often takes off
all her clothes when
she's bathing and...
He might want to take a picture.
If it's a girl
(dimpled, pimpled and pampered)
- ten flying trapeze peoples.
- a cake eating occasion
all sugar coated syrup,
later baked to perfection.
- a strong stomach.
I hope she inherits all
the ancient ecstacies
which are her birthright by gender:
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whirling determination,
flesh and blood
feasting
decent dance music and more
-mercy for her...
apotheosizing itself again and again.
If it's a boy:
blackberries.
Orange, I think,
if it's a girl.
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The Wish
The wish, which was apotheosized ages ago when it first
arose, floats down now through the successive spheres of sensa
tion like a petal which is kicked around by the wind until, having
run its course, it arrives quietly in the palm of the mind. There
it assumes the countenance of a desire which is always insisting
on its own itch. She thinks: it's like when you wake up wanting
something very badly and you think it must be chocolate and you
want some chocolate because, you reason, "to eat it would be to
know it, ingest the very name it has carried through time" (1)
and you can overlook it, you can say you'll never mind it even if it
won t let you fall back to sleep, only you will mind because you
don t want it to go away until you've gotten a handle on it, and
you know that it isn't chocolate although it almost drives you
crazy you want some so badly. And that's when she remembers
that she was supposed to meet her father downtown, only she
can't remember exactly where, and it doesn't really matter
because she didn't want to see him anyway.
Cafe Bolemia' is the hippest. The patrons eat and eat and
throw up and eat again. They never leave. The waiting list is as
long as your last request; that is, unless you can afford to make it
smaHer. The money is always coming and going. The Maitre'd
addresses you in a mock French accent, "Madame and Monsuer
would like a table for two? Well let me see...the wait? : one hour
and fifteen minutes. We can get you in before Four, Yes?" The
clientelle all look like they just stepped out of a fashion spread A
regular drops dead right in the middle of his second plate of
rigatoni. "Bonzai!" A hundred screaming spectators charge at
the next available seat. The 'Cafe Bolemia' is all the rage.
She prefers a restaurant across the street,' Henri's', which
she thinks is a terrible name except that the owner's name is
actually Henri. The place is small and absolutely crawling with
cats. The chef is constantly driving them out of the kitchen. "More
cats than customers," he bellows. She has grown particularly
Footnote (1) Ashbeiy, John. Flow Chart, New York: Alfred A.
Knopf, 1991.
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fond of one sleepy-eyed grey calico. When she comes here for
breakfast she likes to sit in the back and feed him bits of her
omelette under the table. The omelettes are alright and so are the
sandwiches but the desserts are exquisite as are the coffees. The
prices are affordable, not cheap. The back opens into a garden
which reminds her of Italy even though she's never been there.
She is thinking of Italy now, and their attractive natives; three
semi-nude Italian men with long black hair flowing down their
backs, like ones you see in Calvin Klein ads. She orders a cup of
coffee and a slice of black currant pie and takes a seat out back, in
the garden. She can't remember when she started drinking coffee,
but she might as well say she just started recently. It's sexier to
take your coffee black when you're with a man, but she's not, so
she pours in some cream. The guy sitting at the adjacent table
looks really cool. He's wearing a denim jacket which has the
word "pistol" scrawled across the right sleeve in black ink. He s
listening to his sony walkman and bobbing his head really vigor
ously in time with the music, and he's writing something in a
small black notebook. Every once in a while, he bangs his fist on
the table for no apparent reason. She approaches him:
"Hey, You're a scorpio, aren't you?"
"No."
"Oh, sorry."
Or maybe she approaches him:
"Hey, you're a scorpio, aren't you?"
"Yeah, how'd you know that?"
"I'm a scorpio too."
"Oh. Wow. Really?"
"Sure...and I bet I know something else about you."
"No way. What?
"You're Italian."
"Huh. That's incredible, that you could know all that. Isn't
it?"
" I guess so. "
"Hey, you wanna sit down with me?"
Or maybe she never approaches him at all. Maybe she just
watches him eat his toast, toss his hair around, and eventually
17
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leave. At least he doesn't pay his bill. That's pretty cool. She
thinks. What a shitty thing to do in a nice place like this. But
then she notices that he left his little black notebook behind on
the table. Oops.
She's a seventeen year old girl named Sam, and that's just
all right by her. She also got twelve dollars in her pocket, and
that s not bad. I mean its not stupifyingly fabulous or anything. I
suppose she could be a twenty-two year old girl named Sahana
with Italians all over the place...but it's no big deal. Besides,
everyone she meets tells her she looks and sounds like a Sam. So
I guess it suits her. Still, she regrets a lot of the things she's done
and even more of the things she hasn't. She once read in a maga
zine that having regrets is an emotional handicap, and that
people who have them ought to do everything in their power to
get rid of them. She wonders what it would feel like to get fucked
by someone you knew nothing about; like someone you met in the
park, or in a restaurant, in the back.
See, the thing is, she never imagined it would end this
way. Earlier today, like when she woke up this morning, she'd felt
something oddly inspiring, like a flurry of activity, and it made
her belly complain. She hadn't been able to shake it all day. It
had triggered something off within her which, once set in motion,
had inspired the whole afternoon and instilled it with a certain
purposefulness. And now it was all, all over and she thinks to
herself. One American is killed every thirteen seconds, cotton
candy coated kisses, long empty stalls...and even as she gives free
reign to an intangible ideation that she is, all the while, opening
the small black notebook until she feels something sticky; a halfmelted Hershey's chocolate bar stuck between th e pages.

18

Jessica Becker
Fish
I
We took a train from Arhus.
All the while, fish flopped
in my salt water heart,
smothered my retches.
I could smell tuna
from the other car,
like early Mondays
at the fish market.
My heart, I thought,
it's showing its skeleton,
drying out on the beach,
washed up.
The train droned "I hate fish,
I hate fish,
I hate fish."
But my heart gasped "No,
with olives and celery,
cold,
it's okay."
II
Out the window stooped fishermen
sought the spiny urchins
flounder left to die
on cold Danish sand,
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Rows of metal buckets rose
from among rubber coats
and reticent red faces.
From among grey water.
One man rose from his stoop,
with the flash of white wrist
grasped a flat fish
from the murkiness.
The dirty train window painted
the fish blue with grime.
It'll rot, I thought,
if he doesn't kill it
and ice it and slice it
for someone to eat.
He'll forget and leave it
wedged between rock and sky
like an empty paper cup.
No one will watch it decay.
And it will decay
like my love, gasping,
gills leaden with sand,
dying on a beach in Grena.
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Louis Moravec
Two Poems
Curtain Rod Maker
The faceless wonder, armed with
A phillips-head screwdriver
Is proud of his mark on society.
Tighten screw A to
Nut number 4 on panel B,
"Righty tighty"
"Lefty loosey"
Is a frequent reminder
Of school years past,
Twenty years ago and
Twenty years ahead.
To assure the people
That they miss the
"Dawn's Early Light."
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Antler Hunting
Little Eddie Man realizes
The rites of spring have come
When the mosquito moss
Of the buck's brow
Begins to leave a trail
Of ancient script upon
The budding saplings.
A calcium source of sorts
Gnawed to resemble
The Proud Man's work
With flakes of chert.
The stone cold eye and
Empty skin is not the way
Little Eddie Man hunts and gathers.
The Great Spirit shakes the spruce
And the needles on the water
Is a eulogy Little Eddie Man
Understands.

22

An Interview with Allen Ginsberg
In April of 1971, Gary Snyder visited Kenyon to give a poetry
reading in Rosse Hall. Down from Kent State University came Allen
Ginsberg, friend and fellow Beat poet, to join Snyder. Word ofth is
poetic-mystic duet brought followers and the curious from all
around, filling Rosse in numbers beyond its capacity.
Allen Ginsberg returned to Kenyon on October 10,1991. Once
again he packed the house, and he received a standing ovation. Also
during his stay, Ginsberg participated in a formal discussion of art
and politics with Luce Professor Lewis Hyde and visited classes. In
between scheduled events, Ginsberg chanted over the grave of John
Crowe Ransom, led students in a meditation session, roamed
through dormitories, and spoke with W\Y^A editors in his room
in The Kenyon Inn.
[Room service enters Ginsberg's room with a pot of hot tea and one
shrimp-cocktail.]
Ginsberg
So why don't you help yourself to the tea, whoever wants some. 111
eat my thing in peace.
Hika
You began your conversation yesterday talking about death, and
you ended the conversation talking about Poe. During the period of
your Blake vision, you once spoke of "the inevitable beauty of doom.
Ginsberg
That was just funny talk. It meant something I m sure and still
does, but whatever it meant I don't know any more than you at this
point. I just thought it was a nice phrase, and maybe I was twenty
years old. 'We are all going to the inevitable beauty of doom.
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Hika
Poe thought that poetry should be the contemplation of beauty,
which demands the contemplation of death ...
Ginsberg
The death of a beautiful young woman, as an object of aesthetic
delight or something like that. Well, that was his kick.
Hika
What's Ginsberg's beautiful dead young woman?
Ginsberg
Oh, I think a beautiful live young boy. That'll do.
Hika
What about the sky?
Ginsberg
The sky is symbolic of the mind--i.e., vast, empty, blue in color.
Clouds of thought pass through and dissolve and are replaced by
more clouds. Sometimes it's completely open, and sometimes it's
covered over. But the sky is not stained, or tainted, or ruined, or
disturbed by any of the clouds. The sky accommodates the clouds as
the mind accommodates thought, anger, passion, aggression, and
ignorance, but is untainted by them ultimately.
Hika
Is the beauty of the sky different than the beauty of the boy?
Ginsberg
... Um-hm, somewhat. I would say the boy's a cloud in the sky,
but there's nothing wrong with clouds. They are harmless and
empty too, and transitory. And if the boy has a sky-like mind, then
you've really everything great, then you have every element you
24
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need. But the boy's in the sky in the same sense that I walk through
space. Or we're all in the sky, and here we are on the second floor.
This language I'm using is sort of classical American Buddhist
buzz-words: sky of the mind or the idea of the mind like the sky.
Did she bring any napkins?
Hika
Here they are.
In your account of the Blake vision one thing struck me in particu
lar. Right after your first thought, This is what I was born for,'your
second thought is 'Never forget, never deny,' never forget... and
what you were just saying, 'I can't even remember what Sunflower
Sutra means anymore.'
Ginsberg
I meant never forget the imprint of the vision. On the other hand,
there's also the idea, 'Don't cling to it. Don't make a totem of it.' But
'Never forget' in a sense that this is a real event of some kind emo
tionally. I'm sure people have had such events, or similar events,
whether or not mystical or even interpersonal experiences that are
very deep. And sometimes because of the exegeses of the culture—
having to make a living or something—they forget. We were in this
class all afternoon, and I just forgot how vast the sky was and how
beautiful it was outside. We went outside for one minute to write a
haiku; it was like revelation. The small matter of being outdoors a
minute. I was thinking, there are a lot of people that have important
spiritual experiences who, because of the nature of the culture at
that time particularly, didn't account them as real and tended to
suppress them. Nowadays, a recognizably deep experience that
everybody is talking about is incest. People deny it to themselves.
They forget about it, and it colors their behavior. They never man
age to vocalize it. In that sense people suppress their very deep
experiences and don't come to terms with them. I was thinking,
there are a lot of people who have had very beautiful, deep experi
ences that wind up on Wall Street with predatory jobs and who have
forgotten their basic nature. And on the deathbed they remember.
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Hika
On the other hand, what about the problem of memory itself? Can
you really retain an imprint of the vision? I'm thinking about Keats'
"Ode to a Nightingale." The vision is fleeting, and you remember the
memory but doubt the content of the vision. But for you it seems
accessible. Is it always accessible?
Ginsberg
"Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep?"
No. It wasn't always accessible. It becomes accessible now to me in
a way not quite as intense, by renouncing the vision and by letting
go of it as you let go of a thought in meditation; then it comes back to
you like a boomerang, if you don't look for it but pay attention to
what's right in front of you. The ridiculousness of my trying to talk
and eat a shrimp-salad becomes the comedy rather than an awk
ward moment. Ha. Whereas, if I were insistent on having every
thing dignified and going just right I wouldn't be in this situation.
On other other hand, here I am with this big funny tomato-bloody
shrimp-salad in front of me tiying to talk about William Blake and
sunflowers. That itself, rather than rejecting the combination and
the confusion, is seeing the humor of it and the surrealist aspect of it
or the foolishness of it. The willingness to be fooled in this situation
transforms and alchemizes it into something charming and interest
ing and odd rather than disgusting and hypocritical and inelegant.
Ha! I chomp my inelegant shrimp!
Hika
We were discussing the idea of'First thought, best thought' last
night, and we were wondering, does 'First thought, best thought'
mean first word, best word, first line, best line? In what sense do you
teach the crafl of poetry?
Ginsberg
The craft of dowsing into your mind and recognizing which is your
first thought and which is your superficial second thought and the
re-editing of it to make it less raw and less real. There is the craft of
recognizing your own mind which is a meditative art. In other
26
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words, it's just as hard to notice your primordial flesh and mind as it
is to revise a sentence. It's harder in a way. So the craft is mindtraining in that sense, just as in Japanese calligraphy. The Zen
master will sit for hours, and then in a moment of looseness he'll get
up and go "Zar-ra-ra-zu-zap-zap-clap-Boom," and he s got this big
picture of emptiness, and everybody collects it. He doesn t revise it
because it's the action of the moment that s interesting in calligra
phy. The action of the hand and the decisiveness of it, the sloppiness
of it, the careless of it, the willingness to be fooled, and thehands.
The variation on the wave of the calligraphy is supposed to be the
imprint done for the moment, the accident of splash of ink: all that is
part of that precious orientalience. Nobody would call that
undisciplined, or would they? It's obviously the product of a lot of
discipline and restraint and practice in making splashes on paper
with ink; doing it for years and years, doing calligraphy, and so
when he writes and he's sixty and he's been sitting, any gesture he
makes is characteristic of his nature. In that sense the craft is
developing your candor and your spontaneity to a point at which you
can actually transmit your nature and your gesture, or your word,
or your fastest thought, or your calligraphy, or your haiku, or your
poem, or your composition of any kind.
Look at Picasso. Do you think he revised his paintings?Some,
yeah. But most of Picasso are these very funny, interesting little
tricks that he does with space and color, distorting things, very
carelessly. But nobody would say 'Go back and repaint that. That
was too sloppy.'
Hika
Is that the development of a positive faculty or the removal of
barriers?
Ginsberg
I think the removing of barriers. Then, yeah, you get used to
handling the brush. But, if you say 'Oh, I don't know how to handle
the brush,' and 'Nobody wants to see what I'm doing,' and 'I ain't
worth nothing,' and 'I don't know how to paint, so I m not going to
pick up the brush,' well, until you overcome that and say O.K.,
anything I do will be what I do,' then you start doing it with a brush,
then you do it twenty years, and you know how to handle the brush,
27
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and there's a crafl there. But the primary thingis the courage or the
willingness to be fool and make mistakes, to get up there and do
something, and to expose yourself, to be vulnerable and expose
yourself and do something, instead of just sitting on your ass being
afraid of making a move lest it not be perfect. The desire for perfec
tion is the worst—vanity. And that's taken for humility, 'Oh, I'm too
humble to do that, I don't know how to do that. I wouldn't dare pick
up a brush. I'm too humble.' That's the biggest pride of all. You don't
want to expose yourself. You don't want to be a fool, don't want to
even try? Don't want to be humiliated by not being the greatest,
thinking of everything in terms of competition, not wanting to
compete, instead of just getting up there and splashing your mind
on a page.
Hika
When one exposes oneself, one does feel vulnerable at times. How
much of an effect has it on you?
Ginsberg
Vulnerability just means that, yes, you can be attacked and
wounded, but on the other hand, if you're willing—I'm talking
psychologically-you feel it and feel hurt and all that, but on the
other hand, it will pass because you're not clinging to it. So, it's not a
permanent trauma. Whereas, if you don't, if you're not used to
exposing yourself, then any occasion where you get wounded, 'I'll
never do that again. Til never show myself. I'll never ask a girl out
on a date again. I'll never try to kiss a girl on a date again..In
other words, the more you expose yourself, I would say, the more
desensitized you become to pain, the more you enjoy swimming in
the ocean, the feeling and exchange of the action, so that even, say,
being rejected is an interesting experience. Even being put down is
an interesting experience because you don't cling to it, you don't
identify with the put-down; you just observe it and appreciate it,
watch it pass.
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Hika
How do you know if you're being too desensitized? Is it possible to
become too desensitized?
Ginsberg
1 use the word "desensitized" because it rose in my mind. It did
seem right. Maybe it was right, so I said that. There's a desensitua
tion as in looking at people wounded on television. It seems the
violence on television is that when we see it for real we don t feel it.
You're alienated and say, well, it's just like on television, it s just a
show. I don't think people know that when they get that way. They
don't realize it generally, unless it happens to them when they re the
one that gets hit by the auto, attacked by a mugger, bombed by the
CIA, or their car breaks down on the highway. If it ever happens to
you, you realize that you've been desensitized to other people s pain.
Hika
You don't feel a conflict between that third observing eye, one's
self-consciousness, and the interaction with the world?
Ginsberg
No. There was a tradition of the self-conscious third observing eye
inhibiting your behavior and engagement. That is the tradition as in
Eliot's The Waste Land or "The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock."
That's a traditional thing. But it's a different quality of awareness
than the meditative awareness that sees the emptiness of phenom
ena and the luminosity simultaneously and sees the phenomena as
play, the play of phenomena, the play of mind, as transitory. There
is a neurasthenic self-consciousness which inhibits action. Then
there is a kind of healthy self-consciousness which is merely aware
ness of the quality of emptiness. I would say its the awareness of the
quality of emptiness of phenomena that gives it the playful aspect,
the harmless aspect, and the willingness to be fool, and the willing
ness to be vulnerable because you realize it s a transitory thing
you're not in a permanent hell.
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Hika
Can there be an ethics in this? Can you acknowledge that empti
ness ...
Ginsberg
Perhaps we should define emptiness. The way it's being used in
this context or in Buddhist context is impermanence like a dream,
sharing the transience of a dream, dream event, even in living life—
like as Kerouac used to say, 'Come back in ten-thousand years and
tell me about it.' Do you think he was all so serious? Come back in
ten-thousand years?... would have vanished like a dream: America
he was saying. America. Is the decline of America or the American
Empire that serious? Come back in twenty-five thousand years. It
would be just like the rise and fall of the empire of Dogan or some
thing. That is, another dream, another ancient story. So things
empty out in the sense of not being permanent
Traditionally there's eighteen varieties of emptiness: different
intellectual, psychological, psycho-physical angles based mostly on
the notion of transience. Since nothing is stable and fixed and
inherently, permanently eternal, then there is no reference point—
or best expressed in poetry which gives you the actual sensation:
Oh yes, things exist.
Things aren't empty.
Things exist like
the echo of your voice
when you yell at the foot
of a huge mountain.
You know that sense of vast solitude emptied into the echo? In the
long run this situation is like that, but tomorrow this will have
existed like the echo of your voice when you yell at the foot of a huge
mountain, only in memory and in a sense a memory empty. So this
very moment is empty in the sense that you can anticipate its
disappearance. Anticipating its disappearance is part of the appre
ciation of the moment, part of the poignance of the moment, part of
the fullness of the moment.
"Gather ye rosebuds while ye may."
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The appreciation of the transitory is part of the poignance relating
to the beauty of the moment. Form and emptiness coexist simultaneou sly. Things are here from one point of view, and they are not
here from another point of view in terms of permanence and tangi
bility. Form and emptiness are in a sense inseparable, like opposite
sides of the same coin, correlative to each other. In fact, without
emptiness you couldn't have form. Without form you couldn t think
about emptiness. They're interdependent. Emptiness gives you the
sense of release from a permanent hell and release from the ambi
tion to eat Heaven because you are already free. That allows for a
sense of openness ... no harm in being vulnerable.
Hika
What is compassion for others?
Ginsberg
Seeing all these grasping ghosts in emptiness trying to solidify it
and get something out of it and cling to it:'I don't want to grow old. I
don't want any wrinkles. I want to keep my beauty forever. I want to
stay young forever, much less die. Me? I thought I was here forever.
No, no. They can't do this to me, it can't be me. This can t be happen
ing to me'—which is the most archetypal thought. I have that all the
time. So what gives rise to compassion is realizing that it s a bunch
of phantoms fighting over a piece of shadow. Ha, ha. Kind of grim
take advantage of the shades.
Hika
A piece of shadow which they want to possess, which they love?
Ginsberg
Yeah. They're sorry to see it go. They want to cling to it. They don t
want the shadow to pass.
Hika
At the end of the film "Spontaneous Mind, Robert Frank, the
Swiss film-maker, says[of himself and the Beatsl We re survivors.
31

HIK

What do you think?
Ginsberg

Well, I know some who didn't. Kerouac died early... Neal Cassad
and Lew Welch. But Frank comes from Europe, from Switzerland
and is Jewish. There's a sense of his having survived the Holocaust
But there's also the artist part of'Here we are in our fifties or sixties
still at it and still active.' I see it in a sort of rueful, humorous sense
of'Well, we're survivors.' It's very much his take on things. I don't
feel that very much. "Survivor." I feel that I'm better than that.
He's taking the most pessimistic view.
Hika
W^hat is there for him to survive against as an artist?
Ginsberg

For him... commercialization. He had to abandon still-photogra
phy when it became commercial. He was the best known photogra
pher in America, maybe in the world, the most widely respected by
the older photographers and younger. He changed the course of
photography. And as soon as the pictures started selling for a
thousand or two thousand dollars, he took a look and said 'I don't
want to be involved in this commercialization of something that was
a spontaneous, friendly activity. I think I'll make some movies and
abandon photography—-just when he was being put in the Museum
of Modern Art. So he survived the possibility of getting stereotyped
as a photographer.
Hika
Is there anthingyou think you're surviving against?
Ginsberg
I'm surviving against the stereotyping of the Beat generation
certainly. I'm surviving the death of a few friends. But there were a
great number of people that not only survived but went on to gain
strength that were in the same gang of friends, like Gary Snyder,
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who is maybe stronger and more interesting than ever. Philip
Whalen on the fourteenth of this month was inducted as the abbot of
the Hartford Street Zen Center in San Francisco. So there's our first
poet-Zen master. You know, when we began everbody was saying
'Huh-HO. These guys, these amateurs, they don't know anthing
about Zen. They're, they're sloppy on discipline... we're good, solid,
drunken scholars like me and John Berryman and all these other
people who would drink ourselves to death. But these guys... they
ain't got no discipline.' So now, Philip Whalen is a Zen master—it's
amazing—or at least the abbot of a Zen center. Burroughs is
seventy-seven and has gotten stronger and stronger and more
interesting as he's gotten older. Peter Orlovsky and Gregory Corso
are writing at their best now that they're older. Well, Gregory is, and
Peter is back on track after many years of drinking.
Hika
Didn't Kerouac purposely drink himself to death?
Ginsberg
No, I don't think "purposely." It's an illness remember. Alcoholism
is a real illness, very hard to cure illness—many people don't survive
it, but it's considered a illness. There may be some chromosomoDNA thing related to it. So people may just be natural born alcohol
ics or junkies or something...
Most of the poets that were involved in the San Francisco Renais
sance are alive and kicking and stronger than ever—most of the
poets that were considered Beat poets—with a few notable excep
tions: Cassady and Kerouac, and Lew Welch later.
Hika
How did the New Criticism contribute to or block the 'project' of the
Beat poets?
Ginsberg
Some of the people involved in the New Criticism were directly or
indirectly involved with the original 1940's Beat group. I had Lionel
Trilling in school. And he was dimissive of any attempt I tried to
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make to talk to him about grass. He didn't want to hear about it,
much less try it. But he didn't want to hear about it. He really
suspected Burroughs of being an evil influence... and didn't really
appreciate Kerouac I don't think. He liked me because I was a nice
Jewish boy, and I was in his class and he knew me. So we main
tained a friendship for many years. I visited him up to a very late
period and even showed him a meditation practice finally. Allen
Tate, who was part of that group, refused to allow his work to be
printed in The Big Table magazine of 1961 if Burroughs was in it.
There was a tremendous hostility. Robert Lowell came to a reading
of mine and Gregory Corso and Peter in 1959 at Harvard and had
known Gregory and was always an ally, actually, because at that
point he was also influenced by Williams and his loosening of verse
form. Randall Jarrell loved Gregory Corso's work and Kerouac's.
When Jarrell was in the Library of Congress as a poet-in-residence,
he had Gregory staying with him in the gameroom basement,
visiting for months on end. He liked him and appreciated him.
However, The Kenyon Review, The Partisan Review, and The
Sewanee Review circuit basically attacked Kerouac's and my own
work. I don't think the New Critics even bothered with it. They
didn't have any means to handle it: Burroughs', Kerouac's and my
own poetry.
A second generation of Louis Simpson and John Hollander at first
reacted very testily and negatively. Simpson wrote a review of
"Howl" in The Hudson Review in the form of a parody poem called
"Squeal." He later changed his mind and wrote a big long essay
saying that this was great, how "Howl" was a great poem; that's
because he had been in the bug house and didn't want to be dragged
back in. He was afraid of losing his balance and got into that kind of
chaotic splendor. He had had a nervous breakdown before his
literary career. Hollander wrote a review of "Howl" saying that this
was a vulgar little poem, which he still thinks. But later he said,
'Well, I didn't understand the sense of humor in the poem "America."
I didn't realize Allen Ginsberg was a good comic poet.' But he still is
somewhat hostile although he was my student at Columbia and I
taught him how to rhyme. But he wouldn't cotton to the idea of
writing about the subway as being a great subject in New York. He
thought it was a vulgar subject.
So these were the descendents. The only actively hostile person
was Tate, who didn't want to exist side by side in a magazine. That
was really nasty. And he was a drunkard. Tate was a terrible
alcoholic. There was that problem. There was a lot of hostility
between the New Critics and Kenneth Rexroth. He was of their age
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between the New Critics and Kenneth Rexroth. He was of their age
and rivalled them in power. But I don't think we were affected by it
very much. It seemed to me that they were too lightweight as
writers.
Hika
And Ransom?
Ginsberg
Ransom was a very nice minor poet, but nothinglike William
Carlos Williams or Ezra Pound who exploded the verse form.
Ransom was still writing"Bells for John Whiteside's Daughter.
Very nice, polite poetry. But it wasn't the monumental work that
would shake the Iron Curtains. The tradition of the WhitmanicWilliams thing was much more important—and they didn't like
Williams.
So there was the tradition of the closed-form verse of Allen Tate,
Ransom, Yvor Winters, Blackmur, and a few others who wrote some
interesting poems that are good in anthologies. But they were not
the major monumental poets. They were minor poets of that time
after Eliot. These versus the tradition of Pound who they admired
but really didn't make use of in their own verse form. And they did
definitely reject Williams, particularly Yvor Winters I believe, as a
influence. Although, the second generation, Randall Jarrell for
instance, began to appreciate Williams. Robert Lowell went to
school with Williams, so to speak, and opened up to verse out of
understanding from Williams. But before Lowell caught up with
Williams Robert Creeley, Charles Olson, myself, Kerouac and many
others appreciated Williams' contribution to open verse form and
the notion of a variable foot and some measure of the verse that
wasn't relying on a metronomic stress. That was the big difference
between the open form and an American measure and the old closed
form and the English measure or blank verse or quatrain. And the
division goes back to Whitman. I think the open verse people had a
greater grasp of scholarship and classical literature than the
academics because the academics thought that classical prosody
was nineteeth century prosody, whereas Olson, Creeley, myself and
others went back to Greek prosody... I think we had a wider grasp
of world literature and classical literature as a possibility for
application, and that comes out of Pound.
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Paul Lentz

Pain
Scratches and pocks, marks in rocks
carved by the wind that blows
the particles and pieces
of what we once held.
I take my turn, burn
etchings onto zinc plates,
scar them for eternity,
for a life. Somebody made
Those things.
They'll disappear.
Does this make them
unreal, but you believe
in them when you see the mark?
When the nitric acid burns
bare skin, I can tell you
that shit's real.
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Three Poems
Wind Falls
The fawns, with their mother,
appear magically beneath
my apple trees, picking over
the windfalls, the wind falls,
with the nonchalance of having been
there forever, though a moment ago,
they were not. Nonchalant, as if
this were the one order of life,
yet, see, their ears twitch, their
heads—especially the mother's—
swing round eyes to my eyes.
I think how homeground requires these
that move upon it out of visibility,
as if we lived on earth more significant
than any life that the man, the woman, our
children or all the humans here about,
even our pets—the cats, the 'coons, 'possum—
can quite assign, inhabit, or invest.
Well, the cats and the 'coons endure us,
for their interests. I don't rule out love;
but this would be a poor land indeed
if nothing appeared upon it that needn't
love or need us. And that, I think,
is the measure of love: dispossession.
Hoofprints. Teeth marks in windfalls.
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That Mountain Pool: for Ed Bodine

A young man conies to ask me
how to write a poem about a pool
of icewater, ringed with ice-snow,
held in an amphitheater of granite
somewhere a mile or so high
in the Rocky Mountains. He is
meditating on the blue of that water,
no reflection, that goes the darker
down it, or down the eye
as you look.
Said he felt
pulled down into it, the draw,
centricity. Would touch,
but feared for his life, because
the rim of snow-ice around
the pool, even in August there,
kept him at close distance, as
rocks, and water at great heights,
the sky in the mountains, will.
Every thing right there keeps you
at a great distance, up very close.
1 his, then, is all we may only see
and cannot touch. Cannot fathom.
Wonderfully, he doesn't remember
where it is, nor has he ever,
ever, to go back there.
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Steel Valley Conference
Mbe

quick, boys, be quick!"

The blast furnaces poured, and we
ride down this tunnel of flame
through the steelspray of Struther's Ohio.
Raining hard, too; grime on the bus windows
runs flare upon flare off the open-hearths—
the team sits, boys seventeen, eighteen,
each alone, staring out the windows of a bus
all shot to hell with flaring shadows, darkness,
white-knuckled cheekbones, blue brows,
eyes emptied as windows—not a sound, not
one of us moves, one whispers "gee-zus!".
Every one of us sees all of a sudden
everything that ever passed in all the bedrooms
at night in Youngstown, Niles, Struthers,
and who, what, we are, where.
— for Ed Howley
Philip Church, a professor in the English Department, is the
author of Furnace Harbor: A Rhapsody of the North Country.
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Michael Rutter
Three Poems
The People Who Shop at
3 O'clock in the Morning
I am thinking big thoughts
bigger than the watermelons I heave into baskets
I remember the time one split
a cascade of wet confetti
hits the green striped bellies
with a monotone drum beat
cracked not like an egg, but
popped like a balloon
it bled red—its guts painted my fingers
I see whole families, walking and tilting
like weeboloes, fat corpulent perfect
rounded with thick tree like legs
knees whose wrinkles make Halloween faces
They walk in noisy shoes and
old shorts and shirts with missing buttons
glass eyed they string their kids along
and rob them of their midnight dreams
the store only sounds like neon signs
and fluorescent lamps
the sprayers still spurt at intervals
dotting the greens with dew
the old couple—that I can
understand—lovers who are
insomniacs who plan to die together
they grab every instant of life
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like a baby grabbing the first instant
of breath
shop nights away, shop days away
driving in their monolithic green
chevies with tired wheels and
odometers that lie like greasy mechanics
Some country couples with slits for eyes
knock on watermelons
as if to pry open a magic door
their old hands tap away with
remembrances of days on the farm
when apples were un waxed and
prices were not so high
a lady who must be in her thirties
sorts through the old strawberries
fingered by a thousand fingers
she eyes with magnified grey pupils
the limpid, splattered, red that has
lost all its timbre
I watch in my too tight tie
that Keven laughs at and
my oxford shirt spotted red and green
like a Christmas carnation
my waterlogged shoes with frayed laces
I am fascinated and think up metaphysical
explanations
as the jingle jangles
through the store like a dog knocking over
a metal garbage can in an open alley
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Bob with long licorice locks
a mustache waxed, twisted, and tuned
who shows up with brandied breath
sings merry tunes and talks of
bitches, ex's, money, and sex
sits in back and watches the clock
When the lady with her gold purse
glued to her side, her shopping cart
held to catch falling dreams asks,
'Do you have any fresh berries?'
in the back room Bob, mustache
laps up in a wide grin,
'Sure I just picked 'em myself!'
with the raw stale humor
and lack of coffee in my veins
I laugh but know better
I feel a certain detachment
in the smoky back room
with plastic walls and metal
desks and blades pinned up like trophies
the sign says no smoking
but buts stain the floor colored
a beige hue that belongs in
cracked leather interiors
here is where we laugh and joke
and talk about babies left in garbage dumps
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why the corn stalks grace the walls
the fruit stains on the table and
the telephone rings of pomegranates
in July...
You whip through the rubber doors
into a world of eternal ripe fruit
where in single window pane
a tree captures the eternity of color
shoppers shuffle around, lists in hand
that guide their lives in Kantian seconds
I wish so badly to understand
the people who shop at 3 o'clock in the morning
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J
corpses of dead ghosts
made from designer sheets
stealth art deco couches
black monoliths heaped
on the bear brown carpet
daytime reflections creep
through the window and hit
the fake oriental flowers
like a passionate
splash of cologne
J smiles covertly underneath the sheets
like Shakespeare's black widow
peeking through fourteen lines
J's small breasts never break
the surface of the white t-shirt
her sandy toned skin
demurred under pink acne
shelters pearl black almond eyes
a friendly dog leaps and laps
from the open hallway
smatters her ankles with kisses
J condescends like a kindergartner
with finger paint
if love exists for her
she achieves it with a nuzzle
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silver streaks should be through J's hair
but death will greet her before maturity
she smiles like Peter Pan
and carries around her father's money
just as mint green as
the angel's tight body suit
the light in the widow's walk
will remain always dark
the sea always calm as she waits
for no one except the pizza
delivery boy to tap the door
a time will come when houses
are made into museums
J's will be no exception
covered by large plastic domes
to be tapped on by children
like a zoo without bars
flood the house with formaldehyde
and she will be locked inside
aloof from the covered furniture
frozen on the floor silent and still
her mother preserved in a picture
like her mother before
beside a pot of incense and
wisps of random prayers and
the stench of rice in the air
as the ghosts sleep behind
cellophane packages
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Cliches
Cliches aren't good for much
especially at today's prices
handicapped by inflation
I tried to make a list of tenten things cliches were good for
even if not for english professors
or more importantly
poetry
I think I got to five on my
yellow, lined paper
blue lines (soft, impossible sky blue)
piss colored paper (a bad watercolor wash)
but they aren't good enough to be repeated,
restated, or remembered
Cliches run the world, though—
I didn t always know that because I was told
always to remove them
with pink gum erasers
A cliche sits right now in a tall
office consisting of melted
silver sunglasses, congealed
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A cliche runs in those grassy green gardens
barefooted, worries not about bumble bees
hidden in daisies or dandelions
and falls in love
with a pretty blond haired girl
topped with a white straw hat
and simple summer dress
sails on a beach in the early morning
right after an impressionistic sunrise
dances with a naked breasted girl
with her feet hidden in white foam
or walks
booted brown leather
on snow covered paths enclosed in pine
with white dragon breaths from
chapped lips
hand in hand—albeit gloved—affection
Now, cliches are all tucked underneath
my mother fluffed pillows
dressed in black flannel sheets
Maybe cliches cohere this blue sphere thing together
creating love
creating lies
and creating our lives
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Desperadoes under the Eaves
"I wanna know your mouth inside and out." It's late now,
probably close to two in the morning. The voice is slurred but the
intention is understood.
"Is that a pick-up line?" I ask.
"Sure is, babe," drawls Rena.
I m sure I understand her correctly. I don't know if it's the
drink in me or what, but the sight of the swell ofher... I prop my
sagging head on a woozy hand and try to look her in the eye nonstop. Loud music blares out of the speakers in every corner of the
Cove, a poor man s Long John Silver's with good breadsticks, where
we've been all night, getting completely plastered.
"Affra, I am so fucking bored here already," she says,
unsteadily lighting a cigarette. "You're, like, the coolest person
here, do you realize that? It is so great to hang with you, you know?
Just like we used to..."
I met Rena a couple of summers ago out on Martha's Vine
yard, the cousin of my best friend from high school, Marianne, and
at the time working as a waitress at one of the local restaurants.
The three of us used to go out on Marianne's boat, smoke a little
from the private stash she grew in a corner of the yard which her
parents thoughtfully overlooked, and drink imported beer that Rena
would sneak out of the restaurant fridge. Conversation revolved
around all those famed, mystical experiences with college men we
were supposed to have had, and of course never did. We'd laugh at
how jaded we were already, after a year of the scene; still, we figured
we pretty much knew what the next three would be like
Rena and I stumble outside the Cove, laughing hysterically,
#
holding hands. Her brown mane has toppled out of its usual pile-up,
and frames her face with a dark cascade. She flushes in the cool
night air, stopping and pulling herself upright, pressing up against
me, me pressing up against the wall. For a few moments we find
ourselves staring at one another, beer breaths mingling, lips very
close.
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"What are we doing?" I whisper.
"I don't know yet," she giggles.
"Where are you, in Old Kenyon again?"
"324. A single."
"Okay, I'll walk you home."
She squeezes my hand, and we turn and begin the walk
back south. Rena starts to sing, and I join in, if only to protect
passers-by from any mangling of the lyrics...
Rena transferred here this year after two years at the
University of New Hampshire, claiming they were un-productive,
which means she didn't pull the percentage of dick she'd expected. I
was more than happy to help her settle in, she was definitely very
hip, and it would be an unkind cut to Marianne as well if I didn't just
drop everything and make sure Rena moved in all right. It was nice
to think she'd chosen the place because of that one summer, because
she remembered me, which is a lot more than I can say even for most
guys I know.
Tonight started as a regular booze binge for us, two girls out
on the town, flashing our fake i.d.'s with authority, like g-women on a
quest for the most wanted beer in the country. With each Genuine
Draft we downed, the table talk grew steadily more vulgar, because
Rena's so much more open about these things than I am when we're
sober that she brings out that side of me when I'm fucked-up, and we
get along even better.
Sting once said that Shakespeare is useful for calming
drunks. An English major, Rena spouts the Bard to rile up the
sober. "To drink, perchance to bed ... to bed, perchance to come...
aye, but where to rub?" she cried out at one point tonight, to get the
waitress'attention. That worked. She ran over and planted a
couple more beers on the table to shut us up.
Rena grinned, and then changed the subject. "Wanna know
the best pick-up line I've ever gotten? This kinda hunky guy comes
us to me at some frat party and says, do you want an orgasm? And I
was so gone at the time, I go, is that a pick-up line, and he says yeah,
and I go, well actually I do want one, so I started making like I was
going at it with myself right there. The guy was so thrown ..." She
stopped because I was laughing so hard. "What? You know how
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bold I get."
"No, it's not that," I said, "that reminds me, I never told you
this, last year at the Delts, well, you know Dan, don't you? I was by
the bar and he comes over and we just look at each other for a while
and then he goes, Affr a, I wanna know your mouth inside and out. I
nearly fell over."
"Probably because you were so fucking wasted," she said,
rolling her eyes. "That's a great line, 1 might have to use that one
later." She grinned again, looking at me, me guzzling about half the
bottle at once...
We get back to her room, but not after first trying to race
each other up the stairs. I reach the landing first and whip open the
door to be faced with Jimi, on the wall, huge and black and blue, a
strip of paneling treading across his smile. I scream, and so does
Rena, running up behind me now and wrapping her arms around
my waist.
"Gimme your keys," I say, staggering toward the number
324, which is all my eyes can focus on.
"You get 'em, I'm tired," she murmurs, falling against me,
lips brushing my cheek. I dip into her pocket and she presses h ard
against me, me against the wall, my fingers tangled around the keys
but unwilling to move.
She tousles my hair and giggles. "Why don't you grow it
out? We could look like twins."
"I don't know, that could be dangerous, guys get into shit
like that," I say.
"Well, let 'em!" she roars, laughing and pulling away from
me. I have the keys now. I unlock the door and we tumble
inside...
I remember one time, out on the Vineyard, we were all
swimming, and Rena climbed back into the boat to tan. I watched
her, and for God knows what reason I thought about how beautiful
she was. No fresh woman fifteen, no evidence of too much hard
partying, just all that she started out with, damn it. I swam close to
the boat. Rena was trying to pull her bikini into shape as she turned
around to say something to Marianne, and as she did, she pulled one
side down too far and flashed a cheek in my direction. I bit my lip,
and my face went very hot. Rena didn't realize what she'd done. She
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just lay back and started her tan. I didn't say a word...
The early early morning is blurring badly. Fm on the bed
while Rena puts in a disc by some college band, takes off her shirt,
and then comes over for the back rub I promised her a while ago.
She lies face down, and I straddle her back.
"You know, they say seventy percent of back rubs lead to
sex," she murmurs.
"To bed, perchance to come..."
"Aye, but where to rub?"
We begin laughing uncontrollably. Rena rolls over between
my legs and unsnaps her bra, and by maybe six songs into the disc
we are thrashing about on the bed, flesh against flesh, lips against
lips, tongues, fingers, breasts, sounds, sheets, everywhere, a blue
light radiating from the corner our only guidance, and I am long
past resisting where my heart is taking me...
Italian at 8:30 misses me completely. A song I heard last
night eases through my brain. The light through the blinds looks
cool against Rena's face. In what feels like one motion, I unwrap
myself from her limbs without waking her, find a bathrobe in the
closet, walk to the bathroom, and take a shower. The water snaps
me awake, hits me with the insane logic of what we've done, will
ingly and not foolishly. I go back to the room and get into my clothes,
and then I sit down and look at Rena, really look at her for the first
time.
She has a lot of hair, perhaps the first thing guys notice,
besides her ass. The hair is everywhere on the pillow, and her little
face seems to spring right out. I run my fingers over my own face,
hands through my hair, ordinary in comparison. I realize how little
I know her, our relationship based for the most part on drinking and
little discussion of anything but men.
She stirs. "Morning," I whisper.
"Morning," she groans.
" You hanging pretty bad?"
"Oh yeah." She looks at me, squinting in the bands of
sunlight. "You?"
"No better way to start the day," I say, crossing the room to
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fix the blinds, returning to lie on the bed and look up at the ceiling.
"You wanna talk?"
"Kind of, yeah," I say. "I'm ... not quite sure what we've
started here."
"Well," she says, propped up on an elbow, peek-a-boo breast
from behind the sheet, "where do we go talk?"
"Been to Quarry Chapel yet?"
"Oh, I've heard about it, it's supposed to be really sweet.
Yeah, let's go up there. Bikes?"
"I think I can deal with a bike ride this morning."
"Okay then." She crawls over me, pausing for a moment
while I lean to kiss her, her fingers gently on my thigh, my hand
sliding down back to backside. "Did you find a bathrobe?"
"Yeah," I sigh. "I hung it back up for you."
"Oh, don't say that word, hung," she says. "At least not till
after a shower and Advil." I laugh. She walks out to the bathroom,
clutching her head...
The moon is still in the sky at eleven in the morning, which
gives me the odd feeling that the night isn't over yet. We park our
bikes by the fence and walk through the stone gate. Rena looks the
Chapel up and down.
"This place is so awesome," she says quietly, going over to
read the sign about the place. We don't talk for a while.
This is the first time I've been here since freshman year,
when I spent a season struggling through cross-country. All the
back roads out of town begin right here. Left on Monroe Mills and a
right at the end takes you to Howard; straight ahead on Quarry
Chapel gets you, if you follow all the turns, to the bridge where
everyone jumps into the river during good weather.
The graveyard here is sparsely populated by the dead,
which is a good sign or a bad one, depending. The bell is missing
from the Chapel tower, the shutters on the doors and windows
locked up, the black shingles and rust-colored gutters nicely match
ing the sandstone. Across the road a fallow field stretches for miles,
smoke from a fire off to one side a long ways off.
Rena walks to the front door, and then kneels, which
surprises me. She looks back at me and smiles. I walk over and
kneel down next to her.
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"I think we should confess," she says.
"Confess? Here?" I laugh.
"Well, maybe not confess, but clear the air, definitely." She is
shaking, taking my hand. "What happened to us last night?"
I think for a moment, shaking as well. "I don't know, I guess.
.. drinking brings out things, we don't really know where they come
from..."
"Are you all right with it?" she asks.
That insane logic...
"Yeah, I am," I say. "You?"
"Oh, I'm all right about it, I mean this isn't like the first time
two women have ever hooked up, but I ask 'cause ... 'cause it feels
different. I mean -"
"Shhh," I say, laying my free hand gently over her mouth. "I
know what you mean, I think I'd like to do something with it, too."
She raises her free hand to rest it on mine. I can see a smile
edging out from behind.
"It's like we acted out things we only thought about, getting
out tension or something . . . well, anyway . . ." She raises her
eyebrows. Our hands pull away from her mouth and remain joined.
We face each other, very close now, face against face, eyes, hair,
fingers around the key, sounds, understanding, pressing against me,
me pressing against...
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Two Poems
Windy Night
1.
You can't play cards. You can't go to the movies.
The hole is too small.
The elevator smelled like perfume even before we entered the building
and it held our fragrances returning to the ground without us.
2.

These strands ofhair on my jacket are too longto be my own,
I know. The sun s gone down late, the trees make a current still,
the nights like now when the trees and the river, any nearby river,
meld together and overlap, spice outside while falling asleep.
When you chose to get out of the car. Where mist covered the windows.
The vivid idea you created and followed and I followed you.
Dry grass, wind. Again, not again,
not again, never before, all are here tonight.
3.

Humid nights are somewhere else. Let people in those towns
endure them. The place you were, alone, is with you now,
An old and new summer,
Your sides are your sides, anyone's hand—

An invisible and rough overlapping I can imagine but not see. Try
this. Each summer has a new number even if each day holds the same place
timelessly
on the zodiac. Shake that. Respect it, yes, and shake it. A new number.
Try not to reconcile each windy night, but who am I to say Try?
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Precision is my only hope. All I can hold without letting go
for you. From a knuckle around to the palm.
From a knuckle around to the palm.
Steady, my steady.
Sitting in the grass, a night-time thought:
What's that humming noise spinning around us? Tumblers.
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Seven Songs
Music in the warehouse
At work. Music in the car
Going home. Music on the TV at home
In the kitchen, I'm fixing dinner, music
From the next room—
Singing with the nameless
Bass voices in Patsy Cline songs
In a car with two women singing at night
Wasting time we drive through their hometown
Down hills to the beach—
The tide so low the fog so thick
The water was invisible, and where the sand met
The water barely visible; and then the boardwalk
Was invisible, the water at our feet, the sounds clear.
The surf. The cruising strip in wintertime—
Accompanying two friends,
Close friends, neither I know well, they tell
Stories as a pair. Us three strangers singing along with
A song we know. Drunk and giddy and small in the world,
Winter in a warm town, nobody going homi
Living for now outside forty hours
Of work and of top forty music, each song
Three or four times each day, pulling out old mistakes
As often. Or sometimes memories of
An evening with no mistakes—
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Every time she shifts
Her thoughts, dodges a word
Or a memory of someone saying that word,
J. lifts up her voice an octave or more then
Goes back down—
And keeps going,
Like the past has been cleared but
It will take the force of seven songs of dodging
To finally resolve steadily straight and unblinking
I'm gonna blow this damn candle out—
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Quiet Night Thought
As the moon outside my window shines so bright
I think of frost on the ground on a cold winter night.
I hen I raise my head to look the moon in the eye
And thinking of home, I lower it, and sigh.
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Independence Day
When Peter pulled the car up to the house there was a Bach
piece on the radio, performed by the New York Philharmonic.
The car idled; bending his head, he let the glory of the music
wash over him, his fingers unconsciously forming rhythms and
chords on the steering wheel.
When it was over, he turned off the car and stood looking at
the house. The summer evening sunlight slanted across it,
washing the stucco in gold, so that it took Peter a few minutes to
adjust to the fact that the house had been painted pink. Audrey
had referred to the color as "sand," but he found this to be opti
mistic; the house looked to him like a seashell waiting to be sold
to some unsuspecting Palm Beach tourist. The deck was sub
merged in red, white, and blue balloons. There was pandemo
nium inside the house; the dogs were barking and rolling over
each other at the sight of him standing by the car. A wet nose
and dripping tongue materialized at the window, and then
another. "Hello, boys," he called, sending them into a complete
frenzy.
The screen door slammed open and a small shape shot at
him, causing him to rock on his feet. "Dad! Dad! Let's play
baseball!"
"Hi-ho, Henry!" Peter said, catching his sweaty, pumpkintoothed son. "How's my boy?" He embraced the child for a long
moment in sheer pleasure, a slight keening sound escaping his
throat, feeling the strength and life in the boy's skinny tanned
limbs. When Henry wriggled away he reached out and ruffled the
boy's hair, which was going dark like Audrey's.
"Daaaaaaaaad!" Henry howled in pure anguish. "You
messed up my hair!" He raced to the passenger's side of the car
and painstakingly smoothed his hair back with both hands,
squinting suspiciously at his reflection. Peter kept the amazed
smile from his face only with the greatest of efforts. Henry had a
new scab across the back of one leg from the chain of his moun
tain bike, but even in the awkward stage in which so many
children's faces appear to have been stretched into conflicting
angles, the profile of a young god was etched, like the bare lines of
an unfinished figure drawing.
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Ministrations complete, satisfied with the placement of each
stiff, spit-slicked strand of hair, Henry punched his father on the
arm. "So, shweetheart, howabouta little game of catch?" he
asked, in a horrendously sly Bogart.
"Maybe in a bit, big boy," Peter said. "Where's your mom?"
"How about poker? Tom taught me how to play poker,"
Henry persisted.
"Oh, he did, eh? You going to take your old man for every
cent he's got?"
"Dat's right, shweetheart," said the miniature Bogart, aiming
a karate kick at the screen door.
"Well, I hate to turn down such an attractive offer, but let's
make it a little later," Peter said. "Where's your mom? Are
Bonnie and Nicole inside?"
"Nah, I mean, Nic's on the phone and Mom and Bon went to
the store. So let's play now."
Peter was dismayed to find himself tiring. "Soon," he said.
"Don't be a nudge."
"DRATS!" Henry yelled exaggeratedly, and ran out into the
backyard, where he ferociously assailed the air with sneakered
feet, making appropriate grunting noises.
Peter sneaked into the house. The kitchen was dim; the
kitchen table was not where he expected it to be, and he barked
his shins. He swore. The labradors launched themselves at
Peter; Booda wiggled his fat body in paroxyms of joy while Buddy,
with the grace of a gazelle and the strength of an elephant, put
his paws on Peter's shoulders and covered his face with dog
saliva. "Oh, my boys, how are my good boys," Peter crooned,
laughing as he attempted to disengage the huge slobbering
creature. "All right, that's enough, that's enough, down. I said,
DOWN!" Buddy, chastised, leapt on Booda and engaged him in
fierce homosexual activity. "You peckers," Peter said affection
ately. Watching Buddy push Booda around on the floor, Peter
was overcome by a feeling so strong that tears came to his eyes.
The dogs were such simple, accepting creatures; they gave so
much pleasure and asked nothing in return but love.
The kitchen door opened and Nicole, his middle child, floated
in. People who had just met Nicole stammered in confusion upon
being told that she was still in high school; she possessed an air of
hauteur that led even her teachers to secretly nickname her
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"The Duchess." Today her eyes were rimmed in black, like the
hieroglyphics of Egyptian queens. "Hi, Dad," she said, coming
over to give him the obligatory hug.
"Oh, look at that hair," Peter said. "Baby Goo, you are
gorgeous. Let me look at you."
She endured his inspection, posing. "Please don't call me
that, Dad, especially not at the party tonight, okay?"
"When did you cut your hair?" Peter asked. She shrugged.
"Well, it really suits you."
"Thanks," Nicole said. She left the room, calling over her
shoulder: "Mom and Bon should be back soon, they just went to
the store." The door slammed. Peter went and stood at the
refrigerator, door open, wasting energy, indecisive. Instead of the
cartons of diet soda and leftovers, he saw an image of himself
grimly dragging Nicole, maroon-faced and screaming at the top of
her very healthy lungs, out of a restaurant. Nicole had thrown a
tantrum and when she had flung herself to the floor and kicked
madly it became all too obvious to the patrons of the restaurant
that she was not wearing underwear; Nicole had possessed a
great hatred of underwear. The dreaded punishment of isolation
in the car had not daunted her in the slightest; when the meal
was over and they went ouside, feeling guilty, they saw the car
rocking back and forth; Nicole was singing lustily, steaming up
the windows. She had her own way of doing things, a way which
generally left Peter, puzzled and maddened, completely in the
dark. He took milk from the refrigerator and drank it straight
from the carton; it was a habit of his which Audrey particularly
hated, and he felt a little better that she had rearranged the
kitchen furniture. On the refrigerator door there was a picture of
Audrey with the children on some sort of boat; when had they
gone on a trip? He became lost, trying to figure it out.
The dogs, panting, rubbed against his legs. "Oh, all right, I
know what you want," Peter told them. He finally found two
leashes in a drawer and attached them to collars. Wild snuffling
and gyrations ensued. "Okay, we're going for a walk."
The dogs dragged him across the lawn and down the side
walk. It felt like his arms were being ripped from his sockets;
obviously Audrey had not taken the boys to the trainer. "Heel!"
Peter bellowed, and was ignored. The dogs stopped to urinate on
every tree and shrub they saw.
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Sprinklers whirred on lawns; flags fluttered from porches.
Peter stopped at every house to raise his hand in greeting and
exchange a happy Fourth of July with each neighbor: how he
missed this circuit, the small daily connections that fulfilled
everything he had ever learned about being kind, decent, neigh
borly! The congenial but puzzled looks he received tore at him,
making him feel as conspicuous as a burglar. Old Mrs. McMillan
came tottering out of her neat lace-curtained house. "Why, hello
there!" she called. "Happy Fourth of July!"
"Same to you, same to you," Peter said, smiling, trying to
prevent the dogs from drooling on the legs of the old lady's fes
tively flowered polyester pantsuit. "You're looking wonderful, as
ever," he said, disentangling himself from a leash. "I bet you have
all the young men in the neighborhood knocking on your door."
Mrs. McMillan giggled and patted her elaborate wig. "Oh,
you," she said. "Well, I get by. And how are you? I haven't seen
you around much lately."
"I haven't been here a lot, as a matter of fact," Peter replied,
watching as Booda carefully urinated on a rosebush. He jerked
the leash.
"Things in the music world keeping you busy, then?" inquired
the old lady, peering at him shrewdly.
"Something like that," Peter said.
"Now, you don't have to play coy with me, I heard all about
your contract with the orchestra being cancelled," Mrs. MacMillan said. "What a shame. I still have a recording of yours done a
few years back, in fact, I just listened to it yesterday afternoon,
and it's so beautiful, Bee-thoven I think it is. And I thought, what
a shame that such a talented man is out of work, what a terrible
thing. And of course I was so sorry to hear about you and Audrey.
1 thought—"
"Would you excuse me, Mrs. MacMillan," Peter said.
"Bonnie and Nicole are throwing a party at the house tonight,
and I'd like to get a look at it while it's still standing." He let the
dogs give a parting sniff to the pantsuit as he walked away, doing
his breathing exercises to keep from shaking.
Back at the house small circles of people had materialized
on the deck. Bonnie, his eldest, came out of the house wearing a
red dress, white sandals, and a huge blue cartwheel hat with fruit
on it, carrying a tray of margaritas; she went from circle to circle
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amid the balloons telling anecdotes in her tequila-soaked voice.
Nicole floated around in a black minidress that Peter thought
looked like a pup tent, although he knew it was the latest fashion.
He had married Audrey when she had been wearing such a dress;
but hers had been purple. Bonnie glanced over at him and swiveled her head around like an owl. "Dad!" she said, running down
the stairs. He nuzzled her neck, inhaling cigarette smoke and
perfume, then held her away from him and took her in, the one
most like him, the one with music in her head. Her coloring and
her personality inspired people to describe her as sunny. Peter
hoped to God that she had been given the gift of ambition along
with her talent. He watched her most carefully, this, his eldest,
born with her fingers itching for the keys of a Steinway.
"You look good, Dad," she said. "You look positively
skinny."
"All the better to lure young bachelorettes with," Peter
said with a mock leer, and she laughed. He saw Audrey over
Bonnie's shoulder; she gave him a brief wave.
'How's your heart, Dad?" Bonnie asked. "Are you taking
your pills? Have you had any angina? You'd better not be running
again," she accused.
"Don't worry, the old man's as macho as ever," Peter said.
"Well, if the macho man wants to be useful, he can start
the grill, since he knows how good I am at barbecuing!" Bonnie
said, favoring him with her sauciest smile as she ran back up onto
the deck. Peter smiled, remembering a small girl who once set fire
to the garage while trying to cook hamburgers like her father.
Peter, cooking obediently, watched the circles loosening
through wavy lines of heat. He carried a plate of hamburgers up
to the deck and stood holding it, feeling like a spilled drink. He
put the plate down and wandered around saying hello to a few of
Bonnie's friends whose faces he vaguely recognized. Most of them,
like Bonnie, had graduated from college the previous year; when
Peter asked her latest conquest what he was doing with his
psychology degree, the boy told him, grinning sheepishly out at
the yard, that he was selling shoes. Peter didn't know quite what
to say, so he went inside to pay his respects to Audrey. He finally
spotted her behind a potted palm in the living room, talking to a
middle-aged man in a pin-striped suit. Audrey had lightened her
hair to Bonnie's platinum and the man in the suit had a truly
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amazing profusion of nose hairs, but he looked affluent. Peter
suddenly noticed that Audrey's halter was the exact same shade
of pink as the newly painted house. He walked slowly over to
them, breathing deeply. "Hi, Audrey," he said, hands in the
pockets of his faded shorts.
She jumped like a startled child but she recovered
quickly, he had to give her that; she flashed him with a blinding
smile. "Hello, Pete," she said. "You're looking well. How's the new
job working out?"
"I hate it," Peter said, and laughed.
"Well, it's work, isn't it?" Audrey said. To the man with
the suit and the nose hairs she added, "Peter works in computers
now."
"I don't believe I've had the pleasure," Peter said, extend
ing a hand. "Peter Kiely."
"John Frohling," the man with the suit and the nose hairs
boomed, grinding the bones of Peter's hand together. Peter winced
and quickly put his hand back in his pocket.
"Computers, eh? Just got a new system put in at the firm.
Can't make head or tail out of 'em myself, but that's what
secretaries are for, hey?"
"John's the senior partner at Frohling and Hanley,"
Audrey told Peter. Peter was thinking that he could not have
bought her the diamond chips on her ears without willingly dying
and cashing in his life insurance. "Look, Pete, why don't you go
find yourself a drink? We can talk later."
"Enchanted," Peter said to her back and to the nose hairs,
but nobody heard him. "A real delight," he muttered going into
the kitchen and pouring himself a margarita from the blender.
The dogs raised their muzzles from their paws for a moment,
blinked, and went back to sleep.
Peter went to the one room in the house that belonged
solely to him. He caught his breath opening the door, but Audrey
had not changed this room: the top of the piano was open, the
piles of sheet music untidy on the bench. The heavy drapes hung
only halfway open; the disappearing sunlight slanted through
them at a strange angle, lying on surfaces like heavy golden
syrup. Suddenly Peter felt that all of the planes of the room were
tilted; it was like being in a room that he visited in a dim recur
ring dream, a room familiar and yet strange, recognized each time
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with love and a stange dread, a sinking deja-vu in the pit of the
stomach. Peter's heart galloped in his chest and he grabbed the
piano for balance. Once he sat down and put his fingers on the
keyboard the room was no longer tilted.
Peter cautiously played a scale. Dust motes flew and
blinked through the air, spinning lazily in the dim bars of golden
coming through the drapes. He began to play now in earnest, the
way he had once performed in a tuxedo, under hot lights, hanging
on an audience's suspended breath. He had no idea how long he
played, nor that the light withdrew from the room.
Suddenly light flared. Nicole stood in the doorway,
Audrey behind her. U1 told you, Mom," Nicole said. aI told you
he was in here, playing." He's playing so loud that I can hardly
hear the Beastie Boys with the volume on ten. He's spoiling the
entire party. Please make him stop.
"Pete, Nicole says you're spoiling the party by playing so
loudly; she says nobody's dancing because all they can hear is the
piano," Audrey said.
.
"Oh my Gawd, lookit him go," said one of Nicole s friends.
"He always gets this way when he's playing,"Audrey said.
"Pete, could you please control yourself!" she hissed. A shadow fell
over the keyboard.
"Now look, Pete, this is ridiculous!' bellowed John the
lawyer. "Audrey asked you to stop playing in the most civilized
way possible; there's no need for this kind of thing.
Peter was surrounded by his music; it was drawn about
him like a magical cloak. He was rocking, transported; he barely
heard the voices. They reached him only from a great distance, as
if from the top of a remote mountain, as incidental as a television
commercial from two rooms away.
_ u.
"Peter, you'd better leave," Audrey said. "I really think it
would be the best thing if you lea the house UQX."
Peter didn't hear her; he couldn't possibly hear her. "He's
still plaving!" Nicole's friend said.
Audrey leaned over Peter and spoke directly into his ear.
"If you don't get out of my house right now^ don't even think about
seeing the kids again for a long, long time.
The music broke. Peter felt as though he were coming out
of anesthesia. Lights swam into focus, too bright; he saw Audrey
and John the lawyer and Nicole, her mouth drawn down into a
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tight bow, and the crowd at the door, a huge collection of eyes. A
great wave of embarrassment washed over him. He quietly put
the lid down on the keyboard and stood up. As he left, he wanted
to push John the lawyer out of his path, but succeeded only in
knocking his marguerita glass into the open piano.
Peter found his son outside on the deck, jumping on
balloons. His chest felt too tight; in a minute, the pains might
begin, or they might not. "Come on, big boy, let's go see the
fireworks," he said.
"Okay, Dad," Henry said, uncharacteristically obedient.
They left the house. An explosion thudded and fluorescent
stars filled the sky. Henry reached for his hand and Peter took it.
"You're not coming back to live, are you, Dad?" his son asked, and
in Peter's eyes the stars trebled and became indistinct.
When it was all over, the police sent Henry home with
Audrey. Peter sat in his car outside the precinct trying to tune in
the classical music station. He and Henry had eventually been
found in a hotel room in Niagra Falls, where they had been
watching a ridiculous movie about kickboxing on HBO and
companionably sharing a sandwich. He had been drinking a
beer and Henry a Coke, although Audrey had always forbidden
the boy to drink anything so dangerously full of sugar. When
Peter answered the knock on the door and the police came in, he
found himself more embarrassed by the movie, by the thin ma
dras bedspreads and the ill-done picture of sailboats over the
bureau than the charges against him. He thought how odd it was
that such idiocies came to mind at periods of the greatest crisis.
The officers did not handcuff him.
At the precinct, Peter told the harried, weary cops that it
was simply one of those unfortunate domestic misunderstandings;
his wife had simply forgotten that he was supposed to take their
son away for the Fourth of July weekend. She had been through a
lot with the recent divorce, and it had apparently just slipped her
mind. Peter couldn't figure out whether it had been Audrey's
unseemly histrionics tiring the cops further or Henry's childish
voice backing up his story, but they had finally let him go.
The parkway was dark and silent. Peter found a Rach
maninoff concerto that he had performed with an orchestra a
week before he and Audrey were married. He thought of her
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purple minidress, of the scab on his son's leg, of his eldest's bright
hair and sad, hopeful smile. The music paraded, seduced,
wailed, soared. When Peter pulled into his parents' driveway, he
saw that his mother had left the light on in his new room. Then
he heard her quavering voice in the dark. "Who's there? Is it you,
Petey?" and as he got out of the car and called "It's me, Mom," he
was ashamed to hear his voice break and realize that he, a man
past middle age now, was crying like a child.
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Maryellen Cepeda
Three Poems

Wire Service
I heard it on the
Wind
a cinnamon tea song for
us
April's fools
faces like to split with grinning
sucked up
bodies
marathon running
eyes
April's outside, a stubborn
sprinkly expected Rainshower
my choice
to suppress myself
your choice
not to ask
our unfortunate task
is

to read each other's faces
like telegrams,
perennial April fools.
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Sober Vision
Sun
pinpoints
pivots more sharply
a smacking light
a Spanish light
spicy not caressing
my choice for now
to awaken
a naive girl
I crunch the bread
some granite bread
the cream in my coffee's not confessing
stone beach walkway scorching
hot
the wooden's
cooler
my feet cooperate
kissing the planks
mediterranean crowds are
yarn
held in
spit out
by the crisp knitting-needle water
this sea is grouchy, she receives no thanks
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olive women flood the
market with
shut-expression
eyes
humming thoughts
air just feeds upon the city's pace
a vendor
yelps from his
smoky
stall
tongues of a million miles and mountains and
hearts
with flowering lips and breath of lace
evening slopes
the dust is sleeping
neon
hugs me
as I count Spain's pearls
my eyes are always drinking
encountering grit
a balcony's floor
the smell is washed, echo
music burbling below
I hope they will never be drunk.
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Carrito
"Mees!"
Pedro hands me his
carrito,
I push him on the
swing.
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Brian Granger

Boys
We never learned sex
from our mothers and fathers,
or at school, where teachers spoke of
tubes and shafts—
sterile words that made us all giggle.
We learned sex out of the dense language
of our own brotherhood, out of
wrestling in the dirt, in the street,
the backyard, watching the lady
with the red hair and funny shoes
wiggle out on the corner.
We learned about our bodies—
made up games where we could touch and push,
grab each other's balls, had sleep-overs,
stayed up late. Watched rated-R movies
and didn't hide our erections.
We fantasized about the
cafe au lait and cream-colored women,
draped in silks, lace and nylons,
their thighs and legs spread
across the glossy pages,
the wrinkled beaten issues
of Playboy and Hustler—
those libraries of pleasure we hid in stacks
in our closets, under our beds.
We wondered, too, about
the bodies of young girls,
for we sensed the pulse of their sex beneath
their school clothes and
Sunday dresses, as they
played house, jumped double-dutch,
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dressed and undressed their play-children,
their little dolls. And at night,
alone in our bedrooms,
we relearned the landscape of our bodies,
baptizing ourselves into men
with our sugar-glaze, our syrup,
the quick, sticky waters
of our pure and boyish thoughts.
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David Hayes

Inspiration
"But what kind of animal would I be?"
—Butterfly,
quirky beauty,
a zig-zag splendor
who sees the eye
which sees her see
but flutters on
because she knows:
an older man's muse
whose swan is gone.

84

Mike Hallenbeck
The beast
I.
High school kids drive their Camarros
out into the country sometimes,
park at the end of a turnaround
and sit on the hood or the ground,
drink beer, smoke pot
listen to Slayer on the car stereo
and wait for the red glow
they say they see in the woods sometimes.
Devil worshippers, they tell me,
like whoever left goat guts
on the altar of the Old Stone Church.
"I swear to God, man, they have this map
of Ohio, and they trace a pentagram over it.
One of those points falls right by that road."
When I was little I lusted after monsters.
I drew dinosaurs in magic marker
then learned to render Godzilla
in colored pencil. I built model kits
of mummies, werewolves, Dr. Jekyll & Mr. Hyde
and a skeleton chained to a wall—
a gentleman known only as The Forgotten Prisoner—
then moved on to store-bought dioramas
of hundred-foot spiders and wasps
pesting entire cities to the ground.
Soon I turned to sharks and squid,
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experimenting with ink pen now
just as I discovered that sometimes
the monsters were real.
Sure.
I've heard the train tracks here
were laid on sacred Indian burial ground.
On Halloween ghosts and witches walk the streets
with their mothers, and the trains wail
out past the soccer fields and vacant lots
where houses march with hammer hoofbeats
in a slow blitzkrieg across the grass.
In a bar out on the highway
a lawn statue of a jockey in blackface
hangs from the ceiling by a noose around its neck.
II.
We're a service economy now.
Rapunzel sleeps in the factory alone
keeps the floor spic-and-span
and the TV right by the window
but all the guys are watching
the same stuff at home.
In the summer I sit on the back porch
and listen to the rumble of trains
perforated by bug zapper static.
Snouted howls rise from the woods
and I imagine coyotes, werewolves,
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but I know it's somebody's dog chained
to another back porch across the block.
I doze off and dream of plows driving themselves,
stolen scarecrows, flaming crosses in cornfields.
I sit in an Emerald City Burger King
and scream for the manager
and Anally get so pissed off that I stomp
into the office, whip aside the curtain, and find
an empty room with an open window.
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Rachel Lehmann-Haupt
Mario's, Since 1914
A red sign flashes somewhere in the Bronx
The smell of pretzel smoke lingers and
The air feels used.
Sidewalks glisten under street lights.
If I close my eyes and pretend it's all black and white,
Like a movie, I can hear the crack of stick ball bats
And innocent laughter, a broom brushing away dust and
A young woman calling out to her boyfriend
Who forgot his hat.
Inside, I watch through my glass
A waiter delivers a plate of mussels to an old man
bearing a tattoo.
A small girl presses her nose to the restaurant's window
And wipes away her breath.
She makes me aware of my warmth and
the richness of the wine and the
cracked wall paintings of a different time.
At a table in the center,
A woman eats with her husband.
Puffed pastries full with cream and
Foam capped coffee and cigarettes.
The smoke looks sweet as it disappears
Into the noise of the room.
I wipe crumbs from my place and worry to my mother
About tomorrow and even further than that.
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Edward Bodine

Fugue
Cypresses, tall and wild,
against him with their backs,
green drawing the night's
black into itself.
High up, faint planes of roof
just deeper than the air,
all join under three crosses.
Brothers of the palisades hundreds of windows with
no light and no sound.
Its cloister heart reveals nothing
through its dim arcades.
The chapel peak rises with
no pipes' notes.
Freight train down on the river the sound of hundreds of parts.
Its violence whitened, dampened
by such distance and slope.
Clapping rails; sequence of hum
and squeal, mad counterpoint of
pitches all fly through the valley.
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